as — wr__ 4 ps 


2 — 


. — rr 
— 53 . 
— ————_—_— — : * ** : 
x © ls Bin Cs, CAGE eee . , 
A . — n - 2 . . 4 
Ze wang — , 
* 4 4 2 . 


V+ 


D 


Y - 
8 * 
* 
| ' 
» 
7 
. — > 
* 7 N 2 N 


en 


* 


eis 


By ALEXANDER POPE, E= 


*® ahhh) 
| Printed for T. Dax IxI. W. THOMPSON, and J. STEELE, 
n In Patetmoſter-Row, and A, Topp in Fleet. Strect. 1758, 


r OO.0G PN 4 FP” 


. * r b * 


2E L 1 
To 
ABELAR D. 


ARGUMEN T. 


| BaLand and Eo flouriſhed in the twelfth. 
Century; they were two of the moſt diſtinguiſhed 
perſons of their age in learning and beauty, but for no- 
thing more famous than for their unfortunate paſſion. 
| After a long courſe of calamities, they retired each to a 
ſeveral convent, and conſecrated the remainder of their 
days to religion, It was many years after this ſepara- 
tion, that a letter of Abelard's to a friend, which con- 
tained the hiſtory of his misfortune, fell into the hands 
of Eloiſa. This awakening all her tenderneſs, occaſion- 
ed thoſe celebrated letters (out of which the following 
' is partly extracted) which give ſo lively a picture of the 
ſtruggle of Grace and Nature, Virtue and Paſſion. P. 


N theſe deep ſolitudes and awful cells, 
Where heavenly-penſive cogtemplation dwells, 
And ever-muſing melancholy reigns; 
| What means this tumult in a veſtal's veios ; | 
| Why rove my thoughts beyond this laſt retreat? x$ 
| _y feels my heart its long-forgotten heat 4 
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Yet, yet I love From Abelard it came, 
And Eloiſa yet muſt kiſs the name. 
Ds aA fatal name | reſt ever unreveald, 
Nor paſs theſe lips in holy ſilence ſeal d:. 10 
Hide it, my heart, within that cloſe diſguiſe, 
Where mix'd with God's his lov'd idea lies: 
O wrne it not my hand—the name appears 
Already written—waſh it out, my tears. 


| ln vain loſt Eloifa weeps and prays, a 


Her heart ſtill diftates, and her hand obeys, 


RELENTLESS walls ! whoſe darkfome round contains | 


| Repentant ſighs, and voluntary pains! | 
Le rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn ED - 
Ye grots and caverns ſhagg'd with horrid thorn | 
Shrines l where their vigils pale-cy'd virgins bo, 
And pitying ſaints, whoſe ſtatues learn to weep! 
"Tho? cold like you, unmov'd and ſilent grown, 
1 have not yet forgot myſelf to ſtone. 


All is not heav'n's while Abelard has part, £21 27 
Still rebel nature holds out half my heart; * 


Nor pray'rs nor faſts its ſtubborn pulſe reſtrain, 
Nor tears for ages taught to flow in vain. 
Sodom as thy letters, trembling, J uncloſe, 


That well-kaown name awakens all my woes. 30 


Oh name for ever fad ! for ever dear 

Still breath'd in ſighs, ſtill uſher'd with a tear. 
1 tremble too, where'er my own I find, 1 
Some dire misfortune follows cloſe behind. 


Line after line my guſhing eyes o'erflow, 335 5 


Led thro” a fad variety of woe: 
Now warm in love, now with'ring i in my bl oom, 


L..“ oſt in a convent's ſolitary gloom! 


There ſtern religion quench'd th' unwilling flame, 


There dy'd the beſt of paſſions, Loye and Fame, 40 
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When love approach'd me under friendſhip's name; 


Ys write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, ani echo ſighs to thine. 
Nor focs nor fortune take this pow'r away; 


Asad is my Abelard leſs kind than they? . 
Tears ſtill are mine, and theſe I need not ſpare, 45 


Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in pray'r ; 7 
No happier taſk theſe faded eyes purſue ; 


; To read and weep is all they now can do. 


Tux ſhare thy pain, allow that ſad relief; 
Ah, more than ſhare it, give me all thy grief; 50 : 
Heav'n firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's aid, 
Some baniſſi d lover, or ſome captive maid ; 


* 


| They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what hve inſpires, 


Warm from the ſoul, and faithful to its fires, _ 
The virgin's wiſh without her fears impart, 55 


| Excuſe the bluſh, and pour out all the heart, 


Speed the ſoft intercourſe from ſoul to ſoul, 


And waft a ſigh from Indus to the pole. 


Tuo know'lt how guiltleſs firſt 1 met thy Same, 


My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 61 


| Some emanation of th'all-beauteous mind. 


Thoſe ſmiling eyes, attemp'ring ev'ry ray 
Shone ſweetly lambient with celeſtial day. 
Guiltleſs I gaz'd ; heav'n liſten'd while you ſang ; 6 . 

And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 


| From lips like thoſe what precepts fail to more? 


Too ſoon they taught me twas no fin to lay: 
Back thro” the paths of pleaſing ſenſe I ran, 
Nor wilh'd an angel whom I lov'd a man. 70 


| Dim and remote the joys of ſaints I ſees 
Vor envy them that beav'n 1 loſe for thee. 


| vert 66. And truths divine, Rn} Howes her Procyter fu). 


| Philoſophy and Divinity. 
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How oft, when preſt to marriage have I ſaid, 
Curſe on all laws but thoſe which love has made? 


Love, free as air, at ſight of human ties, 75 


. 


Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 


Augaſt her deed, and ſacred be her fame; 


Before true paſſon all thoſe views remove; 
Fame, wealth, and honour ! what are you whe? 


The jealous God, when we profane his fires, 8 


Thoſe reſtleſs paſſions in revenge inſpires, 
And bids them make miſtaken mortals groan, 
Who ſecks in love for aught but love alone. 


Should at my feet the world's great maſter fall, $ 
Himſelf, his throne, his world, I'd ſcorn them all, 


Not Cæſar's empreſs would I deign to prove; 
No, make me miſtreſs to the man I love; 
If there be yet another name more free, 


More. fond than miſtreſs, make me that to thee ? 2 90 5 


Oh! happy ſtate l when ſouls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature, law: 
All chen is full, poſſeſſing, and poſſeſt, 


No craving void left aking in the breaſt: 9 
Ex'n thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part, 


And each warm wiſh ſprings mutual from the heart, 
This ſure is bliſs (if bliſs on earth there be) 


And once the lot of Abelard and me. 
Aas how chang'd! what ſudden horrors riſe ! 
A naked lover bound and bleeding lies ! 100 


Where, where was Eloifa ? her voice, her hand, 
Her ponyard had oppos'd the dire command. 
Barbarian ſtay ! that bloody ſtroke reſtrain ; 
The crime was common, common be the pain, 


1 can no more, by ſhame, by rage ſappreſs'd, 1: 105 


Let tears, and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. 
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5 was folema ay, 


When victims at yon altar's foot we lay? 
' Canſt thou forget what tears that moment fell, * 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell? 
As with cold lips 1kiſs'd the ſacred veil, 11 
The ſhrines all trembled, and he mye grew: pdlen 


| Heav'n ſcarce believ'd the Conqueſt it ſurvey d, 
And Saints with wonder heard the vows I made. 


Yet then, to theſe dread altars as I drew, . 115 
Not on the Croſs my eyes were ſix d. but you: 
Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call; 

And if I loſe thy love, I loſe my all. 
Come! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe; = 
"Thoſe (till at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. 120 


Still on that breaſt enamour'd let me lie, 


Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye, 


Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſs d; 


| Give all thou canſt—and let me dream the reſt: 
Ah no! inſtruct me other joys to prize, _ 125 


Wirh other beauties charm my partial eyes: 

Full in my vie w ſet all thy bright abode, 

And make my foul quit Abelard for Gd. | 
An think at leaſt thy flock deſerves thy W 

Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray'r. 130 

From the falſe world in early youth they fled, 

By thee to mountains, wild, and deſerts led. 


Tou rais d theſe hallow'd walls; the deſerts ſmil'd, 


And paradiſe was open'd 1a the wild, =D & 2 
No weeping orphan ſaw bis father's ſtores 1 35 
Our ſhrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors; 

No ſilver ſaints, by dying miſers giv'a 


| Here brib'd the rage of ill · requited hen: 


Verſ. 133. You de be n er He EEE» 
the Monaſtery, 3 8 * 


Donne 
But ſuch plain roofs as Piety could raiſe, 


And only vocal with the Maker's praiſe. 5 140 | 


In theſe lone walls (their days eternal bound) 


| Theſe mols-grown domes with ſpiry turrets crown'ds 


Where awful arches make a noon-day night, 
And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn light; 


Thy eyes diffus d a reconciling ray, 1 


And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day. 
But now no face divine contentment wears, 
 *Tis all blank ſadneſs, or continual tears. 
See how the force of others pray'rs | try, 


(O pious fraud of am” munen, | 150 


- But why ſhould I on others pray'rs depend? 
Come thou, my father, brother, huſband, friend! 
Ah let thy handmaid, filter, daughter move, 
And all thoſe tender names in one, thy love! 


The darkſome pines that o'er yon rocks reclin'd 15 2 


Wave high and murmur o the hollow wind, 

The wand'ring ſtreams that ſhine between the hills, 
The grots that echo to the tinkling rills, 

The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 


The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 166 Y 


No more theſe ſcenes my meditation aid, 

Or lull to reſt the viſionary maid. 
| But o'er the twilight groves and duſky caves, 
| Long-ſounding iſles and intermingled graves, 
Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws 165 
A death-like filence, and a dread repoſe: ths 
Her gloomy preſence ſaddens all the ſcene, 
Shades ev'ry flow'r, and darkens ev'ry green, 
Deepens the murmur of the falling fi. ods, : 
And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 170 
- Uzr here for ever, ever muſt i tay; 

| proof how well a lover can obey! | 
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To A B BE LA AX D. 
And here, ev'n then, ſhall my cold duſt remain, 
Here all its frailties, all its flames reſign, 273 
And wait till tis no fin to mix with thine, 

An wretch ! believ'd the ſpouſe of God in vain, 
Confeſs'd within the ſlave of love and man, 
Aſſilt me Heav'n l but whence aroſe that pray — 
Sprung it from piety, ot from deſpair ? 1 
Ev'n here, where frozen chaſtity retire, 
Love finds an altar for forbidden fires 
I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 
I mourn the lover, not lament the fault ; 4A: 
l view the crime, but kindle at the view, 185 

Repent old pleaſures, and ſollicit ne; 
Now turn'd to Heav'n, I weep my paſt offence, 
Now think of thee, and curſe my ianocence. 

Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 7 8 
Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcience to ſorget! 190 

Ho ſhall 1 loſe the fin, yet keep the ſenſe, 

And love th” offender, yet deteſt th' offence ? 
How the dear obje& from the crime remove, 
or how diſtinguiſh penitence from love? 
Unequal taſk ! a paſſion to reſign, LES oi 195 
For hearts ſo touch'd, fo pierc'd, ſo loſt, as mine. | 
Ere ſuch a ſoul regains its peaceful ſtate, 
How often muſt it love, how often hate! 
How often hope, deſpair, reſent, regret, 
Conceal, diſdain, do all things but forget. 200 
But let Heav'n ſeize it, all at once tis fir d? J 

Not touch'd, but rap'd; not waken'd, but inſpir's ! 
Oh come ! oh teach me nature to ſubdue, 
Renounce my love, my life, myſe}f—and you, 
Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 205 
Alone can rival, can ſucceed to the 
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The world forgetting, by the world forgot : 
Eternal ſun-ſhine of the ſpotleſs mind ! 
I PER WG ae d 2 
« Obedient fhumbers that can wake and weep;” 

—— affectious ever evinz | 
Tears that delight, and fighs that waft to Heav'n * 
_ Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt beams, 215 


And whiſp'ring Angels prompt her golden n Ki, | 


For her th'unfading roſe of Eden blooms, 
And wings of Seraphs ſhed divine perfumes, > 
For ber the ſpouſe prepares the bridal ring, 5 
For her white virgins Hymenzals fing, 220 
To ſounds of heav'oly harps ſhe dies a way, NY: 
_ And melts in viſions of eternal days 
Pa other dreams my erring ſoul employ, 
Far other raptures, of unholy joy: 1 
When at the cloſe of each ſad ſorrowing day, 225 = 
Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch'd away; 


Then conſcience ſleeps, and leaving nature free, 


All my looſe ſoul unbounded ſprings to thee. 
O curit, dear horrors of all-conſcious night?! 
How glowiog guilt exalts the keen delight! 230 
Provoking Demons all reſtraint remove, . 
And ſtir within me ev'ry ſource of love. 
I hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms, 
And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms. 
I wake: —n0 more I hear, no more I' view, 235 
The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 
I call aloud; it hears not what I ſay: 
1 od wy; empty — in glides away. b 


CE 212. — Taken from Ona. | 
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To dream once more, I cloſe my willing eyes; 


| Thro' dreary waltes, and weep each other's woe, 

|} Where round ſome mould'ring tow'r pale ivy creeps, 

And low-brow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps. 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ſkies; 245 

Clouds interpoſe, waves roar, and winds ariſe. _ 

I ſhriek, fart up, the ſame ſad proſpect find, 


The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 
Ev'n thou art cold-—yet Floiſa loves. | 260 
To light the dead, and warm th' unfruitful urn. 


The dear ideas, where I fly, purſue, 


Thy image ſteals between my God and me, 
Thy voice I ſeem in ev'ry hymn to hear, 


„0 « 11 


Ye ſoit illuſions, dear deceits, ariſe Ab 
Alas, no more ! methinks we wand'ring go 


And wake to all the griefs 1 left behind, 
Fo thee the fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 


A cool ſuſpence from pleaſure and from pain ; 250 


Thy life a long dead calm of fix'd repoſe; 


No pulſe that riots, and no blood that glows. - 
Still as the ſea, ere winds were taught to blow, 
Or moving ſpirit bade the waters flow: 8 
Soft as the flambers of a ſaint forgivn, 255 


And mild as op'ning gleams of promis'd heav'n. 
Cons, Abelard! for what haſt thou to dread? 


Nature ſtands check'd ; Religion diſapproves; 


Ah hopeleſs, laſting flames! like thoſe that burn 


 Waar ſcenes appear where er I turn my view? 
Riſe in the grove, before the altar riſe, 265 


Stain all my ſoul, and wanton in my eyes. 
I waſte the matin lamp in fighs for thee, 


Wich ev'ry bead I drop too ſoft a tear. 270 


| When from the cenſer clouds of — roll, 


And ſuelliag organs lift the riſing foul © 


FF 


One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 1 


Prieſts, tapers, temples, ſwim before my ſight 5 


In ſeas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown'd, 275 


While altars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 

Wurz proſtrate here in humble grief 1 lic, 
Kind, virtuous drops juſt gath'ring i in my eye; 

While praying, trembling, in the duſt J roll, 


And dawning grace is op'ning on my ſoul; 280 


Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art! 
Oppoſe thyſelf to heay'n : diſpute my heart; 
Come, with one glance of thoſe deluding eyes 
Blot out each bright Idea of the fliesz | 
Take back that grace, thoſe ſorrows, and thoſe tears; 


Take back my fruitleſs penitence and pray'rs; 286 


Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt abode ; 
Aſſiſt the fiends, and tear me from my God! 
No; fly me, fly me, far as pole from pole; 

' Riſe Alps between us! and whole oceans roll! 


Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 2 lh 


Nor ſhare one pang of all I felt for thee, 

Thy oaths I quit, thy memory relignz 
Forget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine. 

| Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet 1 view!) 


Long lov'd, ador d ideas, all adieu! 295 


O Grace ſerene ! oh Virtue, heav'nly fair! 
Divine oblivion of low-thoughted care! 
Freſh-blooming Hope, gay daughter of the &y1- 
And Faith, our early immortality ! 


Enter each mild, each amicable gueſt ; 300 


Receive and wrap me in eternal reſt ! 

SGW xx in her cell fad Eloiſa ſpread, 

Propt on ſome tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 

In each low wind methioks a ſpirit calls, 
Aad more than echoes walk along the walls, 305 
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„ Come, ſiſter, come (it ſaid, or {+ 
| 44 Thy place is here, ſad ſiſter, come away ! — = 
— 60 e Lugmbled, wept, cndpray's, 30 | 

|  « Love's victim then, tho? now a fainted maid: 

- & But all is calm in this eternal leep; 

Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep, 
* En ſuperſtition loſes ev'ry fear: 


70 
Here, as 1 watch ' d the dying lamps around, 


AB'ELAR N 123 þ 


From yonder ſhrine «1s fl, or een 1odg) 


« For God, not man, abſolves our frailties here.” Js 
I come, I come ! prepare your roſeate bow'rs, 


| Celeſtial palms, and ever · blooming flow rs. 
Thzhither, where ſinne :s may have reſt, I go, 
| Where flames refin'd in breaſts ſeraphie glow: 


Thou, Abclard ! the laſt fad office pay, 320 


Aud ſmooth my paſſage to the realms of day; 
See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 
Suck my laſt breath, and catch my flying ſoul! 

Ah no—in ſacred veſtments may'ſt thou ſtand, x, 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 325 

| Preſent the Croſs before my lifted eye, 

Teach me at once, and learn of me, to die. 


And then, thy once-lov'd Eloiſa ſee! 


It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 


See from my cheek the tranſient roſes fly! 330 


See the laſt ſparkle languiſh in my eye! 
Till ev'ry motion, pulſe, and breath be oer; 

Aud ey'a my Abelard be loy'd no more. 

O Death all-cloquent | you only prove 

| What duſt we doat on, when tis man we love. 335 


Tuns too, when fate ſhall thy fair frame deſtroy, 


(That cauſe of all my guilt, and all my joy) 
In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown'd, 


Bright clouds deſcend, and angels watch thee round, 


n 
l 340 
And Saints embrace thee with a love like mine. 

Mar one kind grave unite each hapleſs name, 


And graft my loye immortal on thy fame! 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er, 
When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more; TY 
If ever chance two wand'ring lovers brings 
To Paraclet's white walls and filyer ſprings ; 
O'er the pale marble ſhall they join their 5 
N 


Then ſadly ſaꝝ, with mutual pity mov d, 380 . * 


* Oh may we never love as theſe have lord! 
Frem the full choir when loud Hoſannas riſe, 
And ſwell the pomp of dreadful ſacrifice I 
Amid that ſcene, if ſome relenting eye 


Glance on the (tone where our cold relicics kes 355 
Devotion's ſelf {hall ſteal a thought from heav' We” 


One human tear ſhall drop and be forgiv'n. 


And ſure if fate ſome future bard ſhall j Join 


In fad ſimilitude of griefs to mine, br 
| Condemn'd whole years in abſence to deplore, 360 
And image charms he muſt behold no more; 
Such if there be, who loves fo long, ſo well; 

Let him our fad, our tender ſtory tell; 

The well-ſung woes will ſooth my — ghoſt; 


He beſt can paint em who ſhall feel em moſt. 265 


verſ. 343- © May one kind grave, &c. ] Abelard and Eloiſa 
| _—_— e or in monuments adjoining, in 
the monaſtery of the Paraclete: he died in the year 2143, .. | 
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